SACRED TEARS 


Beneath the moon, where shadows softly play, 
Their love unfolds as night turns into day. 
Yet in the quiet, words become a knife, 


Each spoken hurt inflicting endless strife. 


His tears, like rain upon a barren land, 
Reveal the depth of pain he can't withstand. 
With every moment, his soul bleeds and weeps, 


Lost in a sorrow that never sleeps. 


Still, he holds her close, though his heart's torn, 
For love's embrace is what he's always sworn. 
Through whispered apologies and gentle sighs, 


He hopes to mend the wounds, to dry his eyes. 


Though his soul may die, his love remains strong, 
A beacon of hope when all else seems wrong. 
For in the end, his spirit finds its peace, 

But love endures, and never will it cease. 
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